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Pyle seems more than a little disturbed over what he
thinks is a dangerous interest in militarism over there. Of
course, we have had some inkling of this in the press, but
Pyle says it has a more sinister appearance in Berlin than it
has when we read about it over here. He thinks England is
apprehensive.

But if our wiseacres, who talked at the dinner to-night,
have any notion of the seriousness of the situation in Europe,
they kept their frets nicely concealed. The general consensus
seemed to indicate that the world had beaten its spears into
pruning-hooks, and that lions and lambs may now frolic
together in a state of amity.

You will recall that I had sent the Wickes girl to Randolph
for advice about lessons in drawing. I had volunteered,
without giving the matter any deliberation, to finance this
undertaking. It couldn't cost very much. The lessons would
probably be taken after Dorothy's working hours; in the
evening, perhaps. I was to learn more about that presently.
At half-past ten that Sunday night Randolph called up to
say that my young friend had spent the evening there, and
thanked me for the privilege of her acquaintance. I chuckled
a little over this odd remark and assured him the thanks
were all mine to offer, adding, "Bright girl ; don't you think?"
"Better than bright,*' declared Randolph. "She's got
something/'
I waited a few seconds for him to add a few decorations
to this cryptic comment; and, when he didn't avail himself
of the opportunity, I inquired whether she had shown him
her sketches,